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*< The Mill of Silence

Chap. XLIV.--The Secret of the
Wheel.

The day that followed the unlooked-for
visit of mv brother Jnsnin to the mill my
father spent In bed. When. In the morn¬

ing. I took him up hi? breakfast. I could
not help noticing th^t the broad light flood¬
ing the room emphasized a change In him
that I had been only partly conscious of
the evening before. It was as If, during
the night, the last gleams of his old rest¬
less spirit had died out, like travelling
sparks In burnt paper.people coming out
of church, as we used to call them.and
had left only a deposit of crackling ashes.
I thought all edges In him blunted.the
<h1 ges of fear, of memory, of observation,
of general Interest In life. Extreme old age.
so Ions hovering near him on the scaffold
his own passions had erected, hsyl drawn
the white cap over his face, .making him
featureless, as it were. In a moment. It
was not that look or manner was marked
br any acute transformation: It was only
that the accent* of his Individuality were

suddenly erased, leaving mind and body one
soli^r grayness.
The immediate cause of this decline.that

which had knocked away the last prop
from an intellect already tottering.was.
with little doubt, the shock caused by my
brother's unexpected return. To this I
never again heard him allude, but noue the
less had the last of big constitution suc¬
cumbed to it. I feel sure.
The midday post brought me a letter,

the sight of which sent a thrill through me.
I knew Zyp's queer, crooked hand, that no
dignity of years could Improve from Ita
Immature schoolgirl character, f^lie wrote:
"Dear Renny: Jason told you all, I sup¬

pose. We- are back again, and dependent
on dad's bounty and yours. Oh, Renny, it
goes to my heart to have to wurry you
once more. But we are In soar strates,
tiitd so hampered In looking for work from
the risk of eomlng across him again. At

Cresent he hasr.'t found us out, I think,
at any day he mar do so. If yon could

send ns over so little It would help us to
*'de over a terrnble rr'.sus. The little one

-nntlng da'-ties. Renny; and we.It is
aay i ore:wl sometimes. Rut she

. oijty cat of the best, and chocolats she
jves. I wish you could see her. She Is

.ay own fairy. I work the prettiest flowers

into samplers, and try to sell them In the
shops; but I am not very clever with my
needel; and Jason laughs at them, though
my feet ake with walking over these end!
less paving stones. Renny, dear, I must be
a beggar, please. Don't think hardly of
me for it. but my darling that's so pretty
and frale! Oh, Renny, help us. Your lov¬
ing sister,

'

ZYT."
""What you send if annything, please

Rend it to me. That's why I write for the
chief part, Jason would give us his last
crust; but.you saw him, Renny, and must
know."

I bowed my head over the queer, sorrow-
ful little note. That this bold, reliant
child of nature should come to this! It
was pitiful.pljiful! There and then I
vowed that, so long as I had a shilling I
could call my o.wn, Zyp should share it
with me. at a word from her.

I wrote her to this effect. I placed my
whole position before her and bade her
command me as she listed; only bearing in
mind that my father, old and broken, had
the first claim upon me. Then I went out
and bought the largest and most fasclnat-
ing box of chocolates I could secure, and
sent it to her as a present to my little
unknown niece, and forwarded also under
cover the order for the £10.
A day or two brought me an acknowledg¬

ment and answer to my letter. The latter
shall forever remain sacred from any eyes
but mine; and, unless man can be found
ready to brave the curse of the dead,
shall lie with me, who alone have read It,
in the grave.
An interval of two days elapsed before it

reached me, and only by the mercy of
Heaven was I spared to feel my eyes grow
wet over Its broken utterances. For. on
the morning preceding that pf its arrival,
a fearful experience befell me, that was
like to have choked out my soul then and
there In one black grip of horror.
All that first day after Jason's visit my

father lay abed. and. whenever I visited
him, was cheerfully garrulous, but without
any Inclination 10 rise. The following morn¬
ing also he elected to have breakfast as be¬
fore in his room: and soon afr.-r the meal
he fell tnto a light doze, in which state I
left him.

It was about 11 o'clock that, sitting In
rhe room below, I was startled by hearing
a sudden thud above me that shook the
beams of the celling. I rushed upstairs in

ODD CALLINGS FOR WOMEN.
pL

One a Harness Maker, the Otlher a

Music Publisher.
Few of the women and girls who ave

looking about for an occupation which
provides a tolerable income and does not
require years of training and experience
.~«m to hare discovered the harness trlm-

trade.
Mrs. Doyle, who has had four years ex¬

perience in it, after having tried many
other kinds of work, considers It the best
of the lot. "Most of those who get into the
trade stay >tpere," she says. "One woman

in our place has been there thirteen years.
There are no very young girls in the busi¬
ness. The work 1s too heavy for them, I
suppose. The work itself, sewing tags
and bindings and ornaments on harnesses
and blankets, jrs not so much of a job in It-

»elf, but lifting the heavy leather harnesses
and blankets requires strength. We do ail
the heaviest work in Summer. Goods for
Winter use are made then, and the lighter
harnesses and blankets are made In the
cold weather. Then it's not only very
heavy and tiresome work, but it g<*t3
dreadfully monotonous after a few wfeks,
and the rules of the shop will hot permit
much talking among the girls.
"It pays better than most of the traded

at which women work, and that's what I
am always looking out for. 'Horses' dress¬
making.* a term best, describing this work,
ranges from to ?lt> a week. You get
raised gradually as you become more skil¬
ful until you reach $10. That sofius to be
the limit.
"There aren't more than 3CO or 400 girls

employed in tho harness trade In New
York. I fouud out about It in a very acci¬
dental way. I had never heard that girls
were employed at harness making. I had
worked In Sweet <fc Orr's overall factory.
It woa a good place, but they moved the

factory tb Newburg, and New York was

big enough for mo, so I wouldn't go. Then
I worked in a salt packing place. The pay
was good and the hours were short at first,
but after a while they got girls up in Syra¬
cuse to do the work for half our wages.
Then I went to learn necktie making. I
got laid off, so I looked In the papers for
work and saw an advertisement for bast-
ers wanted. I thought lo myself that's

I found that it was basting bindings on
horse blankets. The man offered me $0 a

week, and you may be sure I took it.
"The hours of work are from 9 o'clock

until 6, \\ith an hour at noon. The busi¬
ness Isn't as good as it used to be, though.
It seems as if the bicycle 'and the cable
cars are driving horses out of fashion, and
people don't want so many blankets and
plumes and head-dresses for horses any
more. The other day a firm that had been
in the business for thirty years failed."
Another woman who pursues rather an

odd calling Is Miss Katherlne Ahrens. She
is the only woman music publisher in the
conntrj^ She began her career as a sten¬
ographer and secretary, and her bnslness
training, combined with great musical
talent, enabled her to realize aer ambi¬
tion, which was to become n mus'ctU pub¬
lisher. She Is the head of the United
States Music Publishing House.

GREEN SOAP.
1

Since women have taken to studying
medicine, attending clinics and vlsting hos¬
pital wards with scientific Interest, they
have learned the value of green soap.
Green soap, which eoines In paAte form,
Is an antiseptic, and is much used in hos¬
pitals and by physicians who come Into
contact with many varieties of uncleanll-
ness during a day's work. It Is particu¬
larly beloved of those who make a special¬
ty of scalp diseases, for It Is as a hair
soap that It Is particularly valuable. After
washing the head with It the hair is ^nora
silky, shiny and soft than after treatment
with ordinary washes, and Its effect Is,
moreover, stimulating to the growth of
hair and generally beneficial.

a panic and found bim lying prostrate on
tho floor, uninjured apparently, but with no

power of getting to his feet again.
"What's this?" I cried. "Dad! Are you

hurt?"
He looked at me a little wondering and

confused, ;but answered no, he had only
slipped and fallen when rising to don his
clothes. ,

I lifted him up and he couldn't stand,
but sank down on the bed again with a
blank, amazed look in his face.
"Renalt," he said, in a thin, perplexed

voice, "what's happened to the old man?
The will was there, but the power's gone."
Cone it was forever. From that day he

walked no more.did nothing but lie on his
back, c;ilm and unconcerned for the most
part, and fading quietly from life.
But in tho first discovery of his enforced

Inertness, some peculiar trouble, uncon¬
nected with the certain approach of death,
lay on him like a black jaundice. Sitting
by his side after I had got him back upon
the bed, I would«not break the long silence
that ensued with shallow words of com¬
fort. for I thought he was steeling his poor
soul as he lay to face the inevitable pros¬
pect.

I was wrong as to that. He was whip¬
ping the dog of secrecy into the light, that
was all, and it was a sore task to his re¬
luctant hand.
Suddenly he turned on the bed.for his

faco had been darkened from me.and
looked at me with his lips trembling.
"What is it, dad?"
"I'm down, Renny. I shall never rise

again. The marrow's divided in my back¬
bone like quicksilver in a thermometer
that's fullen from Its nail*3n the wall."
"You'll rest, dad: you'll rest. Think of

the peace and quiet while I sit and read
to you ailfl the sun comes in at the win¬
dow."
"Good lad! It. isn't that.it isn't quite

that; though rest has a beautiful sound to,
me. It's the thought.harkee, Reun! It's
the thought that a task I've not failed in
for twenty years and more must como to
he another's."
"What task?"
"There arc cars in the walls. Rats carry

secrets, I believe. Closer, my eon. The task
of oilinz the wheel below."
"Shall I take it up, dad? Is that your

wish?"
I answered stoutly, though my heart

sunk within me at the prospect.

ON HOT WEATHER DIET.
Hints for the Housewife Who
Wishes to Serve Nourishing

Summer Meals.

How to Make Food Both Strengthen¬
ing' and Palatable When th^ Mer¬

cury Mounts High. V

If there Is anything which completely
Justifies vegetarians in their belief it is a

temperature of eighty-eight degrees com¬

bined with "general humidity" of an ap¬
palling thickuess. Roast beef palls at
such a time, soups are a plague and even

cold salads in whose composition moat en¬

ters are to bo tabooed. Yet the atmosphere
and climatic conditions which make food
distasteful are just ;the ones which render
the system weak and thereby demands
strengthening as well as refreshing repasts.
There is a problem for the conscientious
housewife on the horns of a domestic di¬
lemma.
In the first place, the woman who under¬

takes to solve this problem should remem¬
ber that the strengthening properties of
food are not to be gauged by its bulk or

by the amount of steam it gives off* as it
is brought to the table. Beef in the form
of cold consomme that is almost Jellylike
is as nourishing as steaming red "slabs"
of the roasted variety. Lamb, cold, en¬

cased In a sort of Jelly made of its own

essences, garnished with refreshing bits
of grceii, Is as admirable a food as lamb
hot and giving out odors of boiling mint
sauce. \Thite slices of chicken which has
been chilled Into a reasonable temperature
by a season in the ice chest is preferable to
chicken hot; and rendolent of just-baked
sage dressing.
Besides serving meats cold, there are va¬

rieties of fish which may also be eaten
with comfort when May becomes emulative
of July in the matter of temperature. Sal¬
mon may be served cold with cold dress¬
ing. So may the humbler halibut and the
plebeian cod, which are not to be despised
when they are treated with sauce tartare
or with mayonnaise.
There are numerous vegetables which

are delicious when cold. Rice, which is the
most nourishing of them all, is an admir¬
able cold dish. It may be served with
butter, pepper and salt, or with milk and
sugar, although the Southerners, who alone
understand the art of cooking it, despise
this latter method. In either case it must,
of course, bb boiled untH evtry flake stands
out apart from the others, flaky and dis¬
tinct. Asparagus cold and treated to a de¬
licious mayonnaise or tartar dressing is
also worthy of a place on the well-regulated
Summer dinner table. Potato lovers who
cannot make even a few hot-weather meals
without their favorite tubers may have
them In thfc form of potato salad without
doing violence to their desiro for <jorof<jrt..
A* for tomatoes," lettuce, cresses, cucum¬
bers, dandelion and the like, they are un¬

doubtedly better uncooked than cooked.
The same Is true of ail varieties of fruit.

Most of it can. be chilled into an Icy condi¬
tion, which is truly delicious by being
served with cracked Ice. Grape fruit and
oranges, carefully divided and with the
pulp extracted and then replaced In the
skin, with cracked ice are dlshea to make
one utterly indifferent to the temperature.
Htrarfberrles, washed carefully and served

/

J"X0li. 01" n°body. It must be. Are you
afraid?' *

"I wish I could say I wasn't:"
He clutcned my hand In tremulous eager¬

ness.
"Master It! You must, my lad! Much

depends on It. They whisper the room Is
haunted. Not for you, Renalt, If for any¬
body. Haven't I been familiar with It all
these years, and yet I 11c here unscathed?
How can It spare the evil old man and
hurt tho just son?"
Had it spared him? Even as he spofce its

voice surged up with a throb like the beat
U'K of a frightened beast. He half rose in
his bed and stared with dilated eyes at the
wall.
"lou are there!" he cried in a loud,

quavering voice. "Out of the years of
gloom and torture you menace ine still!
Why, it was just, I say! How could I have
c I1 'py purpose and defied you, other¬
wise l'ou will never frighten me!"
He fell back, breathing heavllv. In sor¬

row and alarm I bent over him. The chord
of being had roughly twanged, that was

alj. for it still .held right. Suddenly con¬
scious of my eyes looking down upon him,
he smiled, and a faint flush came to his
cheek.
"Dreams and shadows.dreams and shad¬

ows!" he murmured. "You will take up my
task, Renault?"
"Must I, dad?"
He seemed to take alarm and fear over

my hesitation.
"Oh. be a man!" he shrieked, grasping at

me. "I have defied It.I, the sinner! And
how can it hurt you?"
"Is it so necessary?"
"It's the kny to all.the golden key!

Were it to rust and stop, the secret would
be open to any that might look, and the
devil have m.v soul."
"Do you wish me, then, to learn the se¬

cret.whatever It Is?"
He looked at me long, with a dark and

searching expression.
"I ask you to oil the wheel," he said at

length."nothing more."
"A ery well. I will do what you ask."
He gave a deep sigh and lay back with

his eyes closed. I saw the faint color com¬
ing and going in his face. Suddenly he ut¬
tered a cry and turned upon me.

'I hold ori like a dog to the dead carcass
I have dragged down! And any moment I
may go and the son I love bo basely duped
out of his reward."
"I want no reward, father. You are wel¬

come to carry your secret to the grave for
me."

' "My son.my sou! Rear with me a lit¬
tle longer. It Is an old habit and for long
made my only joy In a dark world. I find
it hard to part with my fetish."
"I don't want you to part with It. What

does it matter? I will oil the wheel and
you shall rest in peace that vour task Is
being faithfully performed by another."
"Hush! You don't mean 'it, but every

word is a reproach. I've known so little
love; and here I would reject the confidence
thr. t is the sign of more than I deserve.
For him, the base and cruel, to guess at
It, and you to remain In ignorance! Renalt
listen; I'm going to teil you."
"No, dad; no.
"Renalt, you wont break my heart? What

trust haven't you put In me? And this is
my return! Feel under my pillow, bov."
"Oh, dad; let it rest!"
Eagerly, Impatiently, he thrust In his own

hand and brought forth a shining kev
Take it!" he cried. "It opens the box of

the wheel. But first lower the sluice and
turn the race Into the further channel,
lou will see a rope dangling Inside In the
darkness. Hold on to It and work the
wheel round with your hands.and that
you 11 find a mighty task.till a float pro¬
jecting a little beyond Its fellows comes
opposite you. In this you'll find a slit cut
ending In an eyehole. Pass the rope, as It
dangles, Into this hole, and keep It In place
by a turn of the Iron button that's fixed
underneath the slit. Now step on the
broad float, never letting go the rope, and
t}ie weight of your body will turn the
wheel, carrying you downward till a knot
In the rope stops your descent."
"What then, dad?"
"My son.you'll se-o the place that for

twenty years has held the secret of mv for¬
tunes."

t
Chap. XLY,.I Make a Descent.

If It had many a time occurred to me
since the discovery of the Jar of coins!
that the secret of their concealment was
connected somehow within the room of
silence. It must have done so from that
old association of my father with a place

a Parisian Jacket.

ip dishes with plenty of cracked ice and
powdered sugar, are equally tempting.
Berries served with Ice cream are also im¬
provements upon the usual dessert.
Iced tea and coffee, Instead of hot tea

and coffee, and cold lemonade for ordinary
drinking purposes 'should be the accepted
Summer beverages. It is wise always to
serve a cold acid frnlt for the first course
at breakfast. It begins the day properly
an<¥ the acid helps correct the stomach
troubles, which follow In thfc wake of hot
weather.

BEFORE THE HEALTH ORDINANCE.
Have you ever seen a woman try to ex¬

press her disgust In looks that fell unheed¬
ed in spite of the directness of their aim?
If you had been in a certain cable car one

afternoon at 6 p. m. such an opportunity
would have been yours. She got on at
Twenty-third street with a friend and sat
dbwn next to a man who had evidently had
a hard day's work. He was still perspiring
and he was covered with small dabs of
lime. Now at 6 p. m. he sat In a corner

peacefully chewing tobacco and spitting un¬

concernedly about his feet, and sometimes
in close proximity to hers. She turned her
eyes deliberately away from him and they
fell upon two other men, better dressed,
though also Indulging in the habit to which
by her expression/she testified her disgust.
While her companion talked about dresses
and hats and success, she curled up her
lips, she drew her skirts about her, she
shrugged her shoulders, she cast sidelong
glances at him.at them.
"The new Bernhardt hat is lovely," said

her companion. "Oh, if I could only have
something named after me I should die
happy! I'd know then that I was famous."
With another jerk at her skirts her lis¬

tener gave one Indignant glance opposite,
one disgusted glance to the left, one to the
right, and then she said: "If you could only
have some chewing tobacco named after
you you'd surely find yourself In every
man's mouth."

Choose the life that Is most useful, and
habit will make l't the most agreeable.
We needs must love the highest when we

»«. It.

/

that the rest of us so dreaded and avoided.
Now it came to me that what could be-
more In keeping with the dark, dogged
character of the man than this selection
of a spot so weirdly adapted to his pur¬
pose? The scorn of superstitiouus terror
that he showed in his choice; the certainty
that none would dream of looking there;
the encouragement his own mysterloiis ac¬
tions gave to the sense of a haunting at¬
mosphere that seemed ever to hang about
the nelghobrhood of the room.these were
all so many justifications of the wisdom
of his choice. Now I understood the secret
of that everlasting lubrication; for had
anything happened when he might chance
to be absent to choke or damage the struc¬
ture of the ancient wheel, the stoppage or
ruin ensuing might have laid bare the
hiding place to any curious eye; for, as
part of his general pdllcy, I conclude, no
veto except the natural one of dread was
ever laid on our entering the room Itself
If we wished to. Very early, however, we
came to avoid It Instinctively; though it
would seem he never had sufficient faith
In our professed terror of the place to alter
his policy of keeping tho wheel turning
without end; for no one, at least, would
dream of searching beneath that great re¬
volving machine so long as it was in mo¬
tion.
Possibly this very policy of his. that was

calculated only to stimulate our dread, may
have created It In the flrst Instance. In any
case, I tried to argue myself Into thinking
so, now that I was committed to a promise
to brave once more the "questioning of
that dim and lonely chamber above the
water.

, ,"Well," I said, stifling a sigh that in Itself
would have seemed a breach of confidence,
"when am I to do my flrst oiling, father.'*
"It wasn't touched yesterday, ltenalt.

x'rom the flrst I have not failed to do It
once, at least. In the twenty-four hours."
"You would like me to go now.at once?
"Ah! If you will."
"Very well."
As I was leaving the room he called me

back,
, ,"There's the oil can In yonder cupboard

and a bull's-eye lantern fixed In a belt. You
will want to light that and strap it round
J

I went and fetched them. and. holding
them In my hand asked him If there was
anything more.
"No," he said; "be careful not to let go

the rope, that's all."

"What's This?" I Gtied.

"Why do yon want me to go down, dad?
Let me just do the oiling and come away.
"No now.now." he said, with fevui'iSft

impatience. "The murder's out and my con¬science quit of it. You'll satisfy me \v 1th a

report of Its safety. ltenalt? lheres a
brave fellow. It would be a sore th ng to
compose myself here to face the a

,not know but that something had happened
to your inheritance."
My spirit groaned, but I said to hlra, very

well, I would go.
-a tThen, with his face turned from mc as 1

was a second time leaving the ropm, lie
called to me once njore. and I noticed an
odd repression In his voice.
"Assure vourself, and me, of the safe v of

the jar. Nothing else. If by chanc® you

A COSMETIC TREATISE.
Are Women Ever Justified in Us-

ing Artificial Aids to
Beauty ?

The Proper Mode of Applying Liquid
Lotions Which. Are

Preferable.

After she has passed her thirtieth birth¬
day this Is a question for every woman to

answer for herself. Under that age I think
It the gravest of mistakes for a girl or

woman to use even a face powder. It Is.
first of all, unbecomUig, and any sort of
artifice jars upon lis when associated with
youth.
From babyhood until about thirty then

(unless there Is an exceptional condition of
the skin, which ma,kes the use of a little
powder a necessity), no cosmetics but soap
and water should be used.

After thirty? Well, it all depends. Some
women retain a youthful and lovely com¬

plexion long after even their fiftieth birth¬
day; but the excitement, the tension of
modern life, the wear and tear of matern¬

ity, the never-ending grind of society, all
are potent factors in robbing our Ameri¬
can beauty of her bloom, and give her fre¬
quently a haggard sore of pallor which
quite destroys her appearance. Women aro

like flowers and beautiful out-9-f~<loor pic¬
ture?.all delicacy and grace with an at¬
mosphere of Spring and Summer emanating
from them; that Is, when they are as na¬

ture Intended them.
When a young wife sees a haggard look¬

ing ghost of herself reflected from her mir¬
ror; when. perhaps, she is painfully con¬

scious that the eyes she loves best are turn¬
ing from her faded beauty to a less worthy
object, then I think she is not only justified
in resorting to every aid known to cosmetic
art to bring back her lost charms, but
stupid not to do so. But in any and every
case we should be careful, to an extreme

degree, of using artificial expedients during
the day. The manifestly made-up woman

Is too atrocious a blot on the landscape to
even discuss. The faded woman may, with
safety, use the least little bit of finest
powder for her face; she may carefully
brush the delicate eyebrows after the light¬
est possible touch of vaseline to restore
their lustre; she*may bathe her lips with
an aromatic toilet water which will bring
the color to them, so that when she smiles
hec rather wan little face will be trans¬
figured by the contrast between the pretty
lips and the entrancing double row of
pearls. She should attend to every point
of her toilet with scrupulous exactness;
every part of her dress should be Irre¬
proachable; for nothing so accentuates fad-
ing beauty as carelessness; a veil selected
with a critical regard for Its becoming
spots; this is about all a woman from thiity
to any age should venture on for the glaio
of the streets. This ls? about all that can

be safely and Imperceptibly accomplished
for daylight, and a woman thus freshened
will be most attractive.
Instead of an enamel, which always gives

the face a porcelain look, a delicate liquid
powder is flrst applied to the face, neck
and arms. For this purpose a small velvet
Bponge Is used. The liquid should be wiped
off with a chamois skin before It has time
to dry or it will appear sticky. No woman

notice aught b-jyond, keep the knowledge of
it looked in your oiwst.say no word about
it to me.never meiuion it or refer to it in
any way."

Full of wonder and dull foreboding of
gome impending dread discovery, I left him
and went slowly down the stairs.

It was a close, silent Autumn morning,
such as In the townward meadows holds
the early mist like a napkin before its
face to hide the windows of time. Dim
sunlight came through the windows and
lay in drowsy uniform patches on the floor,
as if too languid to mark out therein the
patterns of the bars that intercepted it.
Every creak of stair or furniture seemed
animate with wicked meaning, and bo-
tokened, I could have thought, the invisible
presence of certain evil things that rose

lazily on their elbows to watch me as 1
lUSSt-U.

I paused outside the ominous door, with

"DadI Ate You Hurt?"
a thought that a little whisper of laughter
had reached my ears from Its Inner side.
Then, muttering abuse on myself, for my
cowardice, I pushed resolutely at the cum¬
brous oak and swung It open.
A cold, vault-like breath of air sighed out

on me, and the marrow in my bones was
conscious of a little chill and shiver. But
I strode across the floor without further
hesitation and fetched from my pocket the
iron key. The hole It fitted into was near
the edge of the great cupboard or box that
enclosed the wheel. Standing there In close
proximity to the latter, I was struck by
the subdued character of the flapping and
washing sounds within. Heard at a dis¬
tance, they seemed to shake the whole
building with their muffled thunder. Here
no formidable uproar greeted me; and so

can safely do tills for herself. The wash, if
evenly spread and properly dried, Is really
Imperceptible, but there is danger (In do¬
ing it without assistance) of missing even

so small a part, which is fatal. A little
color for the cheeks.the finest French
rouge is the best made. The slightest touch
of the eyebrow pencil to the eyes, a faint
addition to the color of the lips, stolen from
a stick ,of French "Grenadine," as It is
called; a little powder, all done in the
strongest glare o'f daylight until the sub¬
ject has become skilful, and this sort of
make-up Is positively imperceptible at night
and beyond question wonderfully becoming.
It is utter nonsense to 'say that no good
woman ever used paint or powder. What
about our ancestors with powder and rouge
and patches. It Is simply a question of
fashion.
Not so many years ago it was considered

scandalous for a woman to wear false hair,
and there are. still people alive who think
it wicked to arrest decaying teeth. I know
an old man who declares he wonders the
Lord doesn't strike people with some aw¬
ful punishment when He sees them spend¬
ing money In putting go.ld Ui their teeth
that might be sent to the heathen. "Altrl
tempi altri muori." There la an excuse for
cosmetics; there are even occasions when
their use becomes a virtue.

HARRIET HUBBARD AYER.

METROPOLITAN CAKE.
Beat three cups of white sugar and one

cup of butter to a cream. Add one cup
of water, four scant cups of uour, the
whites of eight eggs and three teaspoo'nfuls
of baking powder.
Divide the batter and bake half of It In

two layers. To the other half; add one table-
spoonful of ground allspice, one-half table-
spoonfnl of ground cinnamon, one-halt
pound each of citron, raisins and cu'r-
rants. all finely chopped. Bake In two
layers; then put all together with boiled
Icing. To make the Icing, boil together five
cups of granulated sugar and oije cup of
water until it ropes. Take it from the
fire and pour on to the whites of three eggs,
beaten to a stiff froth. Beat steadily for
n moment, then spread between the layers
and over the top of the cake.

Mrs. Fleming, the slater of Kudyurd Kipling,
has dona a vast deal of literary work, but was

very diffident about publishing her own name,
aind only consented to use it for her book,
"The Heart of a Maid," at her brother's earnest

persuasion. All previous work had been under
various pen names.

\

It was. I conclude, from the concentration
of noise monopolizing my every sense;
whereas, further off, the illn was exces¬
sive by reason of Its rivalry with many
other familiar sounds of life.

I put in the key, swung open the door -

and there before me was a section of a
huge disk going round overwhelmingly, and
all splashed and dripping as it revolved,
with great jets 0/ weedy-smelling water.
I say "disk," for the arms to this side had

been boarded in, that none, I supposed,
might gather hint of what lay beyond.
The eyes into which the shaft ends of

the wheel fitted were sunk in the lloor level,
flush wi^h the lintel of the cupboard door
that lay furthest from the window, so that,
only the left upper quarter of the slowly
spinning monster was visible to me.

It turned in an oblong pit, it seemed,
wooden in Its upper part, but going down
into a narrow gully or brick, at the bottom
of which the race boomed and roared with
a black sound of fury.
For how long ages this cumbrous and re¬

sistless leviathan had circled in its green
and oozy prison, no record was, I think.
It must have been ancient, at least; for
its massive timbers were attenuated in
places, and in places threatening to escape
from the long grip of iron bolts and stanch¬
ions. But the sense of weight and power
it yet carried with It \Vas irresistible.
Though "undershot" or driven from be¬

low the water flung up by its blades slapped
011 the higher woodwork witli force enough
to dash my face with a cold, unpleasant
spray, and obliged me to shade my eyes
with my hand before I could bend over and
look down.
If thfc hollow thunder of the unseen tor¬

rent had been dismal to hear, the sight of
it boiling down there in its restricted chan¬
nel was awful indeed. From the forward
tunnel, through which it escaped into tho
tail bay. a tliln streak of light, swaying
like an eel, tinged the plunging foam of it
with great phosphorescence like that emit¬
ted by rotting fish, and made manifest the
terror of its depths.
For all my dread of the place, a strange

curiosity had begun to usurp in me the first
instinct of repulsion. Though I had been
in the room some minutes, no malignant
influence had crept over me as yet, and a
hope entered me that by thus forcing my¬
self to outface the fear I had perhaps
triumphed over its fateful fascination,
Leaving the door of the cupboard open. I

hurried from the room, and so to the rear
of the building and the platform outside,
where the heads of the sluices were that
regulated the water flow. Here, removing
the pin. I dropped the race hatch and so
cut off the stream from the wheel.
Returning, I left open the door of the

room that the wholesome atmosphere out¬
side should neighbor me, at least, and
means of escape, if necessary, readily offer
themselves; and, lighting the lantern in
the belt, strapped the latter round my
waist.
When I came to the cupboard again the

boom of water below had subsided to ft
mouthing murmur, and the spin of the
wheel was lazily relaxed, so that before it
had turned half its own circumference it
stood still and dripping. The sight when I
looked down now was not near so formida¬
ble, for only a band of water, planed
smooth, slid like a trap of n fly-wheel
beneath me as I bent over. Still, my heart
was up in my mouth for all that, now the
moment had come for the essaying of my
task.
Oiling such parts of the machine as were

within reach. I next grasped the 'rone,
which I had at first noticed hanging from
the darkness above down into the pit, Jnst
clear of the blades, and set to peering for
the broader float my father had mentioned.
Luckily, the last motion of the wheel had
brought this very section opposite me. so
that I had no difficulty In slipping in the
rope and securing It by means of the but-
ton underneath.
Then, with a tingling of the flesh of my

thighs and a mental prayer for early de¬
liverance, I stepped upon the blade, with a
foot on either side of the rope, to which T
clung grimly, and in a moment felt myself
going down Into blackness.

To be continued to-morrow. This story

began in the Journal April 27.

TO MOUNT PROPERLY.
Here Is an Important Lesson in

Bicycling'.
There are embarrassments connected with

the well-known rule of \bicyele instruction.
namely, that mounting Is the last lesson
taught. It is decidedly disconcerting to
be speeding over a roadway, breathless,
nervous, tremulous, and afraid to 3top be¬
cause a whole army of servitors is needed
to reinstate one in position on the saddle.
It Is at times painful for a woman to ask
the fellow-being who has just been made
the victim of her awkwardness in a collis-v
ion to hold her machine while she climbs
up again. But this is the experience of
all who decline t<S spend a large portion of
their time and patrimony in mastering the
gentle art of wheeling at an academy.
To mount a wheel with real ease one

,needs to be a man or a knickevbockered
woman. But a goodly part of the wheel¬
ing army Js neither. This part may learu
to mount with comparative ease and with
grace by the exercise of will power, by
practice and by pommon sense. In mount¬
ing the great difficulty Is to balance tt 3

wheel. Balancing to mount is governed

by the same principles that govern bal¬
ancing in riding. The front wheel Is turned
by the handle bar In the same direction in
which one seems to be falling.
The pedal on the right side should be

raised to a point from which It is easy
to spring Into the saddle. When It has
been turned to that height, the right foot
.should be placed upon it, the hands holding
the bar. A spring into the seat should 'toe
made simultaneously with a revolution >6f
the wheel, which will enable the left foot
to reach Its pedal. Practice and the proper
kind of skirt will enable the rider to dis¬
pose of her draperies evenly 011 each side
of llie saddle.

Great souls are always loyally submissive,
reverent to what is over them; only small,
mean souls are oitiherwise.
The shortest way to do many things la to

d» only one thing at onca.


